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- The tone of her voice delighted him. It was an earth} tone,
like the sound of a horse's hoof on springy turf. He had a pe-
culiar sensation as if he could mount up on that tone of hers
as on a flight of mossy stone steps.
Extracting the key from his pocket he now unlocked the boat
and they were soon in midstream. "Don't let's row, John,'' she
said. "I'm tired and you've exhausted yourself carrying me. Let's
drift with the tide!"
She seated herself in the stern and took possession of the rud-
der lines. John, holding the oars in the rowlocks at an upraised
angle, placed himself opposite to her. Thus she steered the boat
and stared gravely forward past his face; while he, balancing
the blades of the oars above the water, watched every flicker
of her expression, as a look-out man on a ship watches the
horizon of all his hopes.
The river weeds, below the tide that bore them on, gleamed
emerald green in the warm sunshine. Across and between the
weeds darted shoals of glittering dace, their swaying bodies some-
times silver white and sometimes slippery black as they turned
and twisted, rose and sank, hovered and flashed by. Beds of
golden marigolds reflected their bright cups in the swift water;
and here and there, against the brownish clumps of last year's
reeds, they caught passing glimpses of pale, delicate-tinged
cuckoo flowers. Every now and then they would come upon a
group of hornless Norfolk cattle, their brown and white backs,
bent heads, and noble udders giving to the whole scene an air
of enchanted passivity through which the boat passed forward
on its way, as if the quiet pastures and solemn cattle were the
dream of some very old god into which the gleaming river and
the darting fish entered by a sort of violence, as the dream of a
younger and more restless immortal.
"Don't you think, Mary, that there was something rather touch-
ing about the way that young Spear hummed and hawed last
night, trying to express his ideas?"
"Look out, John! Look out! Push with your left! No, the
other one. . . . Damn!"
He rose to his feet and shoved the prow of the boat round a
muddy promontory. "Can't you do it by steering?"